Midnight

" If he waken," David had repeated," I shall
be here and at your commandment/'

Yet still she did not go away. Clearly she
was reluctant to return into the sick-room.

David could not blame her; she had shown
during the past ten days a self-control and
patience which endowed her with an added
charm, and he looked on her with frank
admiration.

She rose from her chair, unwillingly, yet
decisively, " Good-night/' she said, " good-
night ; pleasant rest."

Then Arnot had opened the door and she
had passed silently into her husband's room.

This had been some two hours earlier; yet
Arnot was still wakeful. He had pushed back
the heavy shutter, and allowed the cold night
air to stream into the room; but it chilled
rather than revived him, so again he closed
the shutter.

Outside, the storm-wind moaned and sobbed;
but within there was a deep mysterious quiet-
ness. In a house where for hundreds of years
men had lived and died, such quiet often is
stirred with phantom sounds. As a shell held
to the ear conveys a far-off murmur of the vast
illimitable waves, so does an ancient castle hold
within itself, for those who listen, echoes of
loves and hates, of joys and fears long dead
and buried. Such unseen presences came
thtonging around David now, and kept him
wakeraL